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‘A NARROW ESCAPE. 

“Yes, I always predicted it ; debts, duns, and drink, combined, perhaps, with the mental strain of the terrific preparations for his ‘ Christmas Holidays,’ 
have done their work, and Poor Papa’s long tottering brain has given way at last. On the occasion of the re-opening of the Law Courts, my wretched parent 
conceived the idea that he had been asked to officiate, and went down attired as the Lord Chief Justice. In his efforts to find the Divorce Court, he got lost 
tn the labyrinth of passages, and had not a policeman luckily discovered him many hours later, would, ere this, have been a mouldering skeleton.” —Toortsit. 


A FIRST-RATE INVENTION. A “BIRTH.” 


i 


THE “fame” or “infamy” of the hero of this simple 
history extended all over Scotland, and he died in his house 
within the precincts of the jail of Glasgow on November 
9th, 1837, the effect not of any particular discase but of 
debility arising from advanced i 

His name was Tom Young, and he had served with credit 
in the Berwickshire regiment of volunteers. On leaving 
that corps he came to Glasgow, and in the year 1814, when 
an executioner was wanted for the city, he applied for the 
situation, and produced excellent testimonials from various 
gentlemen, one being his late colonel, to whom he had 
intimated “that he was about to apply fora birth in Glasgow.” 
He was appointed to the office, and an indenture was in due 
oe | drawn up between him and the magistrates and duly 
signed. 

By this indenture Thomas bound himself to perform the 
oftice of public executioner when called upon during the 
whole period of his natural life, and also to intlict corporal 
punishments, and to work as a labourer about the jail. He 
also bound himself to live quietly, soberly and regularly, j 
and on no account to absent hiriselt from his duty. ' 

In return for these services the magistrates bound them- 1 4 
eelves to pay him a yearly salary of £52, besides one guinea - 
for every execution ; to give hima pair of new shoes twice 


(1) Those baby-carrier bicycles look very nice on the road, and, really, they're s0 2) Look how nicely ‘the child breaks your fall, supposing you should meet a year, and a free house, coal and candle ; and both parties ‘q 
beautifully handy, For instance, if you ks your little girl out for a a Y with anything that's inclined to be at all autagonistic. were held liable in a penalty of £50 un forfeiture of the 1. [4 
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bargain. Old Tom held the situntion for twenty-three years, during 
which he hanged seventy of his fellow-creatures. Fifty-six of 
these he helped out of the world in Glasgow, the others, as old 
Tom put it, “got their business done ” in Greenock, Paisley, Ayr, 
Stirling, and Dumfries. 

When called upon to “do business” in any town away from 
Glasgow he claimed very high fees, and besides made it a part of 
the bargain to be driven to and from the place in a carriage 
attended by a companion. When such instances occurred he was 
lavish in his expenditure, lived in high style, despised common 
liquora. drank wine and brandy, and treated his friends like a 
nobleman. : 

During the first few years that he held office he was frequently 
called upon to flog criminals within the jail-yard, but the practice 
of inflicting corporal punishment having fallen into disuse, 
that part of his ye hee eee! to be yon fi hag two 
occasions was he called upon to tlog criminals in the p eres 
and one of the men so punished was accused of throwing vitrio 
upon a turn-out-cotton-spinner, 

Shortly after executing this sentence we read, “Tom was vio- 
Jently assaulted ond well flogsed by » party of fellows in the 
Humane Society House, where at their request he had gone to 

rtake of a glass of gingerbeer.” After this he was more careful 
bn his ig cieg on the asa lpg he ook generally two or three 
times a day, accompanied by a couple of dogs. 

This was the onls act of violence from which he suffered during 
his long career. Old Tom was quiet, inoffensive, and regular in his 
habits. Latterly he accustomed himself to the use of ardent 
spirits, but could by no means be regarded as a drunkard, He was 
very fond of conversing about the duties of his disgusting office, 
and when enjoying an extra glass he got animated over the 
appalling theme, and seemed to take a horrible delight in minutely 
describing the means by which any poor wretch coming under his 
hands might be promptly “ bustled through.” 

He died poor, and left a widow and three children in destitute 
circumstances. 

(Neat week,“ A Respectable Ghost.”) 


—— 


Bak GARDNIN, 

The mann att the korner shopp sai e iss afeerd itt iss too lait inn 
the seesing to beginn a plarntin off a avenvo of hokes, an addvize 
a pennoith off a rair sede wot is unkommin 

(New weak resultts.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


-*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Accidental quite, believe us; Very many thanks, Miss MOYES. 
That was not the reason, StU0cco ; ALLY couldn't bear the noise. 
Not for Joseph, ARTHUR EATON; SLOPER isn't had on toast. 
You will doubtless see, A READER, That it’s not an idle ; 
Very likely, BERTIE BENNETT. Some day, vrobably, Miss 
Hawke. We were told that joke, Ou! Liza, Ere we'd hardly 
learn'd to walk, Very glad te sce_them, LoRRIE. No, T1P, 
thank you, not just now. Much obliged ; we've had some, TOFFEE ; 
And we're thinking of tt now, 

—o— 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Monthe, te. 6d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.O.'8 payable to GM.BERT DALZIEL, 
“Tne SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE, 
———~ 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Wall be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in a Latlway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United may, eles 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tesue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Howipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPRK's HALF-HOLIpaY” ts published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
——— ee 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~— 


In the Portugal Private Bar. 

Inebriated Humorist, 'Scush me, shir, but may ‘nquire whatsh 
you're laughin’ at, CRA nent 

Gentleman (looking at comic paper). I was laughing at one of 
your jokes, old man. 

Humorist. Then all I can shay, shir, ish thatsh very bad 

tashte on your part ; in fact, itsh an inshult, and I've good mind 
to punch your headsh, as 


Wagqgs. Yes, thev’ve only becn married a few months, but she 
lends him a dog's life. 
ti: Indeed! Why I was told she petted him to the verge of 
absurdity. 
Waggs. That's what I say, she leads him a dog's life—a pet dog’sa 
life, you know. Here, gently with that brick. 


WE hear that the overcoat-vending 
Fraternity’s thinking of sending 

The hat round amongst us, and praying 
For bobs from the bountiful, saying : 


“Oh, please to remember the month of September, 
When every darned day was so hot, 

That no cash we could raise from our Winter Displays, 
And we nearly to bankruptcy got!” 


SCENE—At an At Home. 
First Man. By Jove! I thought 1 was never going to get away 
from that woman, 
Second Man, What was she talking about ? 
First Man, Talking about? About—about an hour and a quarter. 


s 

Mrs. Sharpleigh. Sear away this autumn, dear? 

a Simple. Yes, I thought of going up to Scotland to see 
mother. 

Mrs, Sharpleigh. What will your husband eny to that? 

Mra. Simple, Oh, he doesn't mind, He says he will stay in town 
and louk after the house. : 

Mra, Sharpleigh, Why, didn't he object to your going? 

Mra. Simple, Not a bit, dear. 

Mrs. Sharypleigh. Then, if you take my advice, you won't go. It 
isn't natural, and you may rest assured that there's mischief in it, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 600.—The “Naughty Little Turk" Costume, 


SS eee 
THE GOOD OLD TIMES. 


An ancestor of A. SLOPER'S serenading his True Love, Observe the behaviour 
of Ma, who is dead against that sort of thing. 


ae 


| Saturday, October 26, 1895, 


She (on her dignity). You must remem 
we man wit lat proposed to me. ber that you are not ti, 

ec. el, comes that, my dear, ou "| = 
I ever popped to, “ee » you ain't the first gir} ., 

“Wuart this piece of your’s wants,” said th 
liberal application of the blue pencil.” D'ye think ocr} = 
author, “I thought I'd made it as blue as I could. 1 don 
the Licenser would stand much more,” 
es 


s 
Wife (at the piano). George, dear, would you like me to sin- 
“Far away a F x 
Hubby (with emphasis). Yes, love, by all means; the fartho, 
aie pe fond thi th he had i 
is was the man wha once tol. ” 
listen to her for ever, aMer de cei 
ses 


is a very 
Raid th. 
t think 


s 
GuUDnUSBAND made remark to his friend, a ork 
“1 would not sneer against an honest oa ee clerk, 
But etill I'm proud to eay that, since my natal day, 
Has ne'er been aught of mine in pawnshop laid |” 


The friend received the fiction with no rash icti 
But in his sieeve he smiled a amile of ee 


made a payment, on Gudhusband's 
Sunday raiment, 
To Mrs. G. at nine each Monday morn! 
ss 


s 

Jones, You are 2 bally liar, Smith. 

(Smith immediately and without any unnecessary loss of tin, 
props Jones on the nose, Alarume, excursions, and Nalercal 

Sines (with handkerchicf wp to nasal organ). Well, 1 may for. 
gice you for this, Smith, but 1 shall never furget it as lonz as | jive, 

Smith. I hope not, or else you'll get another tap on the boko as 
safe as a house. °° 


She (working up for the peroration). And now 1 ask you why 

—why is 80 uently a failure 

The Brute. lshould say because women are so beastly extravazant 
e eet, 


s 
HE was a temperance lecturer, more remarkab! iness 
of feature than eloquence. “Yea, my. dear triode. eam ies 
was young then; but since that time 1 have shunned the glass,” 
“1 believe a eer nor,” shouted . voloe from the back ; “if | 
was only ‘arf as ugly as yo u’ afra’ ch sight o 
nalng aah ed palorce eee xe ter ketch sight ot 


Proud Father (who has brought musical igy t before 
a o> And I can assure you, sir, he more a i on 
in his life. 
The Professor, I can quite believe it, but he will i 
Gmiunkenmsiacc ee 
ss 


“Wuart sort of a man is he?” ; “What sort? Oh, you know his 
form to a T. Dashed sight too proud to ride ‘third,’ but not 
ashamed to go ‘firet’ with a third-class ticket. 

. 


s 
Mr, Penhecker, Which hotel would you recommend me to goto? 
Fellow Trareller, Well, there are two, but I should recomme:d 
the Royal for comfort. You will feel yourself at home there. 
Mr, Penhecker, Thank you. Then I think 1 will go to the other 
one, es 
s 


THERE'S one thing you plainly may see 
In the amateur writer of fiction. 
He ig? ay original be 
In ideas, and methods of diction ; 
But he cannot resist the temptation 
(Although he’s an embryo Dickeus) 
cme his first wild narration 
ith a chapter that’s called “The Plot 
Thickens,” | a 


s 
ScENE—Pit. 
Mra, Joshins (gazing with amazed indignation at décollete lai, 
in stalls). Good lawks, J., there's a barefaced thing ! 
Farmer Joskins, Bareiaced, d'ye call her, mother? it’s bare-backed 
she looks to me, “° 


A MAN takes his wife for better or worse; but if the poor devil 
only knew how much woree she usually is than he takes her f. 
he wouldn’t be sucha mug. = ¢ ¢ 

s 


: ely tl Pete, Have you read my new volume of verses, Mis: 
andy 
She. Yes; but really, [ should hardly have known them— 
Our Ofice Pote, For mine? 
She. No; for verses, they are so very prosy. 
se 


s 
Anxious Annie wishes to know whether she would be justifie! 
in throwing over her young man who is learning to play th: 
accordion, Most decidedly. A young man who is capable of such 
cold-blooded villainy deserves to be throws over—a bridge. 
ss 


s 
Cautious Gentleman of the Old School. You take my advice. 
young man, and look well before you leap. rc 
Speculative Young Gentleman of the Modern School, That wouli 
never do, my dear sir. If we did that we should never leap at all. 
se 


‘“I was grossly insulted last night,” eaid Mac, bitter!— 
“wounded upon my tenderest point.” “And how so?” asked 
ALLY. “Why, as I was coming out of the Blue Pig, 1 stumb!! 
against a man who had the impudence to say I was half druvk. 
Half drank, ALLY, when I was as beautifully boosed as ever I v5 


in my life 1" °° 


Chappy. Gus says he’s thick with your girl, don't you know. — 
Chelly Poor Devil! He can’t help it. He was built that way. 


s 
THE bridegroom bold doth at the altar stand 
To register his hymeneal vow, B 
And says, when he hath ringed his loved one’s hand, 
“ With all my worldly goods J thee endow. 


But if, perchance, he’s wooed some wealthy miss, 
With houses, lands, and several golden “thou., 
The sentiment he really meane is this : 3 
“ With all THY worl ly goods I ME endow. 


Doctor, Sore throat? Dear, dear ! Come here, my little mn 
and let me look at it. wht 
Little Punner (whose father ts on a comic paper). Ml rizht. 
doctor ; be sure you make a thorough necksamiuation. 
ss 
* . 
“ THIS coffee is very thick, Mrs. Brown,” said the oofless boarder. 
tty iets Sit cet ny kay ne ha etme: 
* Very li tr zgwydd, very * was Jee 
like ae i for the last three wack isn’t settled yet.” And 
the poor young man gulped it down without another word. 
ss 


s 

Pretty Dear in Front Row of Chorus, You know younz Lord 
Tom Noddy? . fhim: 

Pretty Dear in Second Rowe of Chorus, Rather! What © t vie 

Pretty Dear in Front Row of Chorus, Why, last night he furs 
stared me out of countenance. ‘i gee atl 

Pretty Dear in Second Row of Chorus, Humph! I don’t see 
alteration, my dear, or else 1 would congratulate you. 
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Saturday, October 26, 1865.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE ALHAMBRA. 


—— 


THERE is a future for the ballet! 
New subjects are being found. Lochinvar has been unearthed 
and set to music, The 
Clan have gathered with- 
out too much bagpipes. 
During A Midsummer 
Night's Dream a clever 
composer imagined 
Titania, Presently we 
may have Itomeo and 
Juliet. Ro | oatan, 
for Mons, Jacobi's bene- 
fit, by Mr. Forbes 
Robertson, in pumps. 
Ballets and ballet girls 
are grand institution 
and have long weatherec 
the battle the breeze. 
Perhaps Albert Smith 
idealised the ballet girls 
somewhat unduly, but 
comic artists nbout his 
time were continually 
re ting her, when 
off at the wings, ns a 
scraggy old girl pulling 
—, = porter out of a 
public-house pewter pot. 
Thusare errors handed 
down from generation to 
generation. Who, in 
their lives, ever saw a 
ballet girl at the wings 
drinking porter out of a 
pewter pot? Nobody, 


of course, 

Ballet girls, as 1 have had occasion previously to observe, are 
ofttimes dear, motherly souls with domestic cares, washing-days, 
and Sunday dinners on their minds, and a “good man " who strolls 
around, rus adjacent bars and contributes but little towards 
the exes, 

There are lots of young ballet girls, th , of course. Girls 
keep on getting born (it is no fault of th poor things), and 
curing up pretty- and shapely, and there are many at the 
Alhambra. 

I cannot say that until quite lately I believed very much in the 
Scottish costume as a adornment. The most unprejudiced 
onlooker must own that our Elder in a kilt is not a thing of beauty 
ora lasting joy to his neighbours on the Browside. Yet there are 
some young ladies at the Alhambra who look uncommonly well, 
and are among the nimblest of the nimble, especially Miss Julia 
Seale, who could have given the real Lochinvar long odds and 
knocked him out of time. 

A very clever item just now at the Alhambra is the performance 
given by The Bonhairs. : 

My friend “ome Cox is, of 
course, well to the front, and his tea 
and coffee notion ups ought to 
take the tea-cake, 

I was saying the other day that 
Paris was, to most of us, much fur- 
ther off than New York, but Leices- 
ter Square has always been the 
abiding-place and refuge of the im- 
migrant Mossoo, Mossoo is a great 
patron of the Alhambra and Empire, 
0 great De of the entertainment at 
which does not tax the foreigner's 
Baculouee ict the i ° 

wonderful place, by the is 
the Leicester Fount guartion, sk 
which Mossoo may live half a life, 
and often does so, without picking 
upa ate word of English. Wh: 
should indeed ? ere are hi 
lodgings kept by a French landlady, 
his_ restaurant with its French 
waiters, his French café, his French 
chareutier, his French grocer and 
cheesemonger, his French butcher 
who cuts up his joints in the French 
style. Hecan buy his French news- 
paper and finer in the Square of 
eicester. Why should he learn 
English? He won't, and so the Em- 
pire and Alhambra wisely find him: 
uchanteuse Francaise, who delights 
him muchly, and at the of 
Whose warblings he sometimes calls out “Bis” (meaning what we 
mean when we call out “ Encore”) and is told to shut up by those 
hear him, who think he is hissing. 

This paper will hardly be in the hands of my readers when the 
meeting Of the full County Council will be at it hammer and 
tongs about the ingen and bars. The Gathering of the Chad- 

und Clans may be expected. The Rednoses and the Rumberellers 
will assemble in their thousands or half-dozens. Siseady resolu- 
tions are being deploring the policy which the limp 
ginghams and tub-thumpers declare “ will give absolutely unneces- 
oT facilities for drunkenness and vice and lead to the corruption 
won raredation of the people !!1!” 

e ‘e] 
jhapboaa: ind, mad folly of these poking, prying, over-righteous 


Two of the Clas, 


Young Lochinvar. 


—— 


ON THE LINKS. 


“Whit far did ve jilt yer young man, Miss Brown?” “TI couldn't think of 
Marrying @ man with a broken nose.” “ An’ boo did he com’ ta get his;now 
Urukeuy” “Oh, my golf-Lall bit him.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


4SK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PiLLS 


PRICE 9}° PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


Mesare,. GURDEN § CO. 
GENTLEMEN,—Please forward twa more bores 
of 8loper’s Pills. 


8 : Sitabbeapettattateas tattesessetsutspeeszoted petestesasantes pe 
mK 
| INDIGESTION AND HEADACHE. 
2 - 
a The Gardens, Oakly Park, Bromfield, Salop, | 
i ale porate ss | 

\ 


We find them invaluable for In- 
relieve in a few 


digestion and Headache, which th 
Yours fuithfuily, 
THOMAS REASON. 


hours, 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND Oto. 1M STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a LAD 
safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 
OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, 
as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes: 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn tee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is eo yogi 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s, 9d.) is us- 
ually sufficient for any case. 

Full particulars will be  fladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. 

Write privately to— 
Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, 8.W. 


Le felelatofofolefelatafoletateletatetotts 


AN HONEST MEDICINES. 


‘The most effectual en carth. Nothing can resist them. 
9$d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 268 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. DAvts's little book for MARRIED WUMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. 


“DOING, DOING, DONE!” 


“Mamma, what docs it eny on the notice displayed in that 
repairing-tailor’s shop window ?” 

It says, dear, ‘Why waste pounds on 1 new overcoat when for 
nmere le we can do wp your old one in a way that will surprise 
you ” 

II. 


“Mamma, who is that man going into the shop with a large 
brown-paper parcel under his arm?’ 

“Aman who has read that notice, dear, and desires to have his 
last winter's overcoat done i 

“Oh, mamma, just look what a dreadful row is Sap | on in this 
shop! Why, the man we saw with the 1 the other day is 
peony beating the poor tailor over the head with a sleeve- 


“That is so, dear. He is in a fearful rage. They have not onl 
‘surprised,’ but greatly agitated him, for they have dune up his 


overcoat completely !” 
eee 


HIS ARTIFICE. 


WE feil out, my wife and I 

With scowl and eneer and scorning ; 
We fell out, I well knew why— 

use ‘twas Th y morning ! 

Ere pay night came were long days two; 
And—just as all we workmen do— 
I'd run too short of pocket brass 
To buy my wonted weed and glass. 
And I knew that, could I only start a row, 
An extra bob, to square tt, she'd allow! 


——— 


A REAL SNUG BERTH! 


WHEN Bhanger’s Royal and Imperial Greatest Circus on Earth 
arrived at Boggmarsh the other day, there was at least one heart 
that beat all the faster, and that one was the property of “Jungle 
Jack,” alias John Nailhobbes. For —— was John's native 
heath, and he had left it two years previously dazzled by the glare 
of the —e lamps and the glitter of the spangles of this very 


aggregation. 

“ An’ wot sort of a berth ‘ave yer got, John?” asked an elderly 
native on recugnising the great tamer o wild beasts, 

“A reg'lar ripper, Bill,” replied Jungle Jack, enthusiastically, 
“instead o’ leadin’ a uneventful life here, tendin’ a threshing- 
machine or drivin’ some I'm a-gettin’ thirty solid silver shillin's 
every Saturday, and no id about it!” 

“And what d'ye ‘ave to do, Jack?” ; 

“Oh! next to nothink—only put my head in the lion’s mouth 
three tia a day, and lie on my back for the blind elephant to 
step over!" 

‘And Bill concluded to stick to farming. 


HOBSON’S CHOICE, 
vo, 1 The Terrace (over the Garden Wall), Thank Heaven, 
though I'm poor, I am respectable. . 

No.2 The Terrace, hg oye is one good thing, no matter how 
poor a fellow may be, he can always choose his friends and 
acquaintances, 

0,1 The Terrace. Well, I won't say that exactly. 

No, 2 The Terrace, What do you mean? 

No.1 The Terrace. Med you see, situated as I am, I am obliged 
to speak to you or I shouldn't have anyone to talk to at all. 

SF Wied 
at 


“ 


339 
A CLOSE SHAVE. 


—_—oe— 


THE colonel laughed dryly in response to 1 remark from his 
companion, and sent an extra-sized cloud of tobacco smyke rolling 
towards the 
club-room ccil- 


ing. “Love,” 
he said, after a 
pause, “why, 7 -- 


tes my dear 
fellow, of course 
I've been in 
love — yes, and 
dozens of times 
too, hardened 
old bachelor as 
Tam.” 

He uffed 
meditatively at 
his cheroot for - 
a few minutes, 
smiling slightly 
as he watched 
the bluish rings 
curling up- 
wards, “You 
have never 


historyiiof this 
scriens of a 
guring scar I carry on my forehead to my dying day?” 

Ls | no,” was the response, “but I sivas os ced you 
received it in some rg ge 

,_* So does ta dcp else,” said the colonel with a chuckle, “and 
I've never undeceived them, but it was a matrimonial engagement, 
Preston, not a martial one. Here, take another of these weeds, and 
draw that chair of yours up closer, I don't want every young fool 
who comes into the smoke-room to overhear us. 

“T was quite a lad at the time my story opens, tall and forward 
for my age, no doubt, but as raw a young cub as ever wanted 
licking into shape. My father hadu’t quite made up his mind what 
he was poing to do with me, and in the meanwhile I was running 
wild all over the village: and a sporting, tippling, card-playi 
crew it was I allowed myself to get uined up with. But 
committed a worse folly than even that before very long.” 

“You fell in 
love?” 

“Exactly; and 
the object of my 
affections was the 
daughter of a 
joiner, or plumber, 
or something 
the sort, in an 
adjacent village. 
She was a pretty, 
— thing, 
and ple as you 
like to look at. I 
‘> used to meet her 
¥/ almost every day 

after a bit. and 
talk spooney 
nonsense as we 
wandered about 
the quiet lnnes. 
Not so quiet, 
though, but that 
the news that the 
squire’s son was 
‘walking out,’ 
with Milly Fenner 
> soon became 
Sent oo e Fag gossip, and 
“ ° nally reached my 

Wandered about the quiet lanes,’ father’s 7 

“Ah, and then there was a row, I suppose. ch?” 

“There was. The old man stormed and raved, called me every- 
thing bad he could think of, and threatened to turn me adrift if he 
ever heard of such a thing again. This only seemed to a 
my boyish ion, and Milly and I met after that in secret. Well, 
the end of it was 1 promised to marry her, come what might; we 
vowed undying devotion to each other, and | went home to the 
Hall to announce my ultimatum. There was another scene, of 
course. My father kept his temper this time, and argued instead 
of swearing. He pe out the inequality of such a match, how 
my career would be blighted, the family Siagroced, and all the rest 
of it. He must have put his case well, for 1 gave way in the en 
and the next day I\was bundled off to a crammer’s at the other e' 
of England to be a esi for the army. 

“And my broken heart by pit healed. My coach had a couple 
of very pretty daughters, and after a week or two of their society [ 
had = Ae orgotten the rustic charms of poor simple Milly ; and 
l could have died for her at one time, too.” He laughed rather 
mirthlessly, and re-lit his cheroot which had gone out in the course 
of his narration. 

“It must have 
beg madlongs see, 

es, m years 
be least later that 
I was wandering 
down Bond 
Street, and came 
ryoaeasy iy e ee f 
those - 
ber's places that 
are 80 common 
now. They were 
a decided novelty 
in those days 
iz know, an 

walked in and 
asked to be 
shaved. One of 
the young women 
lathered my face, 
and then another 
came forward 
to do the shav- 
ing. Well, hardly 
had she got to 
work on my chin 
than she uttered 
a little cry, there 


“ You have never heard, Preston?” he asked. 


was a brief pause, 

and then—slash, slash, came two stinging cross cuts with the 
razor blade on my forehead, and a voice [ remembered well 
hissed— From Milly !* A second later the blood from the terrible 


gashes poured down over my eyes, and I fell forward fainting.” 
“Goon,” said Preston, aftera lengthy pause, “ what was the end?” 
The colonel started. “The end? oh, there's no more to tell; 

they sewed up my wounds at the hospital, after 1 had nearly bled 

to death, and when I pulled round again I Jearned that the girl had 

disappeared—cleared out altogether during the confusion,and nevet 

vee area of again. But it was a lucky escape for me, after all.” 
“Lucky?” 

“Yes, I often wonder she didn’t cut my throat.” 
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THEY SCORED OFF HIM. ren es «what do you « eae " late ning” 
considered bad form for to too much c! gne. “ Yes, sir; custom of our ‘ouse to eres ing. 
Par im ony yo mare ule ly. ie Js comer bl fo m way edu uh 
TOGZE EE Erne. OUR IDIOT ARTIST'S FAMILY. 


(1) Grandfather Pipewhistle. (2) Grandmother Pipewhistie, (8) Uncle Mamblechamp, 


CANO 4 ee ae 


TI 
little t 
the ti 
there, 
wear a 
\\\ 
No, 414.— Miss Gipsy Grey, 
“My life, my queen, my guiding star.” —The Dook Snook, 
gar on Php ae alos 
= on. Billy. (4) Aunt Fuzzwigg. (6) Blobber, 
4 
AN IRISH INVASION. — THE INGRATITUDE OF THE ELDER. 
/ 
f 
A 
—, 
Kann 
Nuit) WU 

“Th 


“Come indle- an’ have a drap of foi 2) And the Elder came out hurriedly in esol ae meal barrel, (3) “Bad luck to se,’ Mi mieaphogsber rons “Ts that tl the way yon receive your Trish 
eet Fe eat Coan tog ec? thinking it might be te Tax collector. TTelativen, ye botale-cased pon of a sen serpent 
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Yes anal 4or-6 o-fpins Ird- 


Nove. a es 


e 
y? 2 
- 4 


1a @ ah Mh Ftc did 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


This way, please ; all of you, this way. 1 think I can promise you one of the very choicest way:—This ts a case of which, you het, We haven't heard the last :—A good idea, ty 
little treats U've ever had the pleasure of submitting to your inspection. Aha! that puts you on agree, To celebrate the piorpel pads careful, Turkey, how sg tea et L eat pos 
the tiptoe of expectation, does it? Well, well, 1 won't keep you in suspense any longer. Hi, fact:—Why, yes, the digger ony 


3 of old, Revive in all thie rush for gold:—'Twas not a very 


y's fare to pay.— There, that’s the lot, ladies and gentlemen. 


there, up with the curtain ; we'll start the show at once —No more may Tommy Atkins dare, To oar way 1¢ Lax ig age pe ees 
Se in time next week, eo reeivor _— 4 SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


wear a fringe or tuft of hair :—In Madagascar, France, they say, Is having things her own sweet 


TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. “AWKWARD, VERY AWKWARD.” OUR BUSY DAY. 


No. 2—Her DRESSING-ROOM AT THE “ Friv.” 


Proprietor, Fasn't the chief clerk given you anything to 
Awful situation of Mr. Hardup, who takes off his coat to bal od g ee yrsoed npn jag paper). Oh, yes, sir; I 
fight a small buy, and then suddenly remembers that owing was to wake him up the instant you returned ! . " 
toa certain puwnshop he has only a shirt front and tie on y 
underneath, (Proprietor ¥ wakes" the chicf elerk up himself. 


WHOAY, THERE! 


Sen: 


ce AMBULANCE \S 


LI 
YY ¢ 


hha 
Poul 


fs gl 


“The Daily News says we are to have elderly respectable matrons to look after us in our dressing- 
rooms, so please don't ask to see me till this craze is over!” The Football Season has now commenced. 
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Quire the funniest of recent productions now running in London 
is Jn a Locket, the cleverly written farcical-comedy with which 
Mr. Harry Paulton 
is making a bid 
for favour at the 
Strand. It would 


away the plot; let 
us therefore 
merely impress 
upon amuse- 
ment-seekers the 
advisability of 
paying the Strand 
a visit upon the 
earliest conve- 
nient opportunity. 


THE *slope r 
Family are in a 
state of high jubi- 
Jation at the 
honours showered 
u them by the 

ower 
Arma Ally Sloper 
Musical Society. 
The Eminent has, 
of course, been 
made Patron, the 
Hon. Billy, Chairman, whilst the Dook Snook and the Twins 
occupy the Vice-Presidential chairs. Tootsie and Lardi Longsox 
are Conservatory Guides, Mrs. Sloper, Ladies’ Night Chaperone, and 
the Meenister, Treasurer; post Mr. Iky Moses says he would 
greatly have preferred to being only on the Committee. Altogether 
the T. H. A. A. 8. M. S. is to be congratulated on its selection. 

ss 
es 

THE latest saying of the Shahzada, who, the Fates be praised, is 
at Inst well on his way home, is to the effect that he didn't 
think much of the average English citizen, he wasn't warlike 
enough. Whether the sulky young Afghan expected to see the 
[a public wearing blood-thirsty weapons, and a fierce scowl 

ke his own mountebank followers, we don’t know. One 
thing, however, is certain. The average English citizen doesn't 
think very much of the Shahzada. 

s 


A PLEASING and certain-to-be- pular addition has been made 
to the programme at the O: the shape of a new historical 
Tieng cove portant spd 

lenryV. Several im les 
in the life of the young: monarch are 
treated with dramatic and picturesque 

ion 


trying part. Among the 


formers G Robey, Harry ee 
man, Little Tich, pos | Beau- 
champ, out , as do 
Princess Pauline, Minnie Cunning- 
ham, and Caselli, who all exhibit 
Sake is atehnae uss beat 

iy un y 
satisfactory. *° 


THE F.O.M. has this day conferred 
the “ Award of Merit” upon ANGELO 
A. ASHER, se he com, the 


right sort music, “ ae 
gasped the blue-eyed ‘Alexander, os 


advice years ago, 

sick of it, and spotting Newson-Smith in the distance he left his 
son cackling to himself, while he adjourned and gargled one or two 
white eating with his old pal. oe 


Visttors to the Kennel Club Show at the Crystal Palace next 
week will no doubt ex much disappointment at the absence 
of Snatcher from the benches. The fact is that until the much- 
vexed Be peeryes of his exact breed is determi the Committee 
won't admit him. Personaily, we are inclined to think he's not a 
very remote conection of the priceless animal of whom Mr. Fred 
Storey tells us, who was a cross between a. guinea-pig and a blood 
orange. .- *,* “~ S. 

THe Eminent has s.nnounced his intention of going in fora 
Board of Trade certificate, in order to captain his own yacht, the 
Tootsie Belle, From what we know of the Old Man's sailing 
experience, we fancy a death certificate will be wanted also if he 
persists in his intention. *.° ee 


Business, we learn, will be very brisk in the Divorce Court 
during the coming term, Quite an unusual quantity of eres | 
cases are down for hearing, an 

the competition for seats among 
light it is to attend this class of 
entertainment, is expected to be 
Ax keen. “ ha'penny hor- 
we inean ha'penny papers, 
will, of course, rise to the cons: 
sion, and the newsboy's shout of 
“ Diworce in 'Igh Life,” “'Orrible 
” “Startlin’ Revela- 

shuns,” make sweet music 
our cars, °° 


ANOTHER “light of the Press,” 
in the penon of Sir Algernon 
Borthwick, raised to the Peernge, 
and a man like SLOPER, who has 
done Mod fore (and everybody) 
connected with journalism, still 
ignored. Don't run away with 
the idea the Ancient is angry, 
oh! dear, no; hurt, only hurt. 


a 

YEs, it was only to be ex- 
pected. Once the newspapers 
gave publicity to the recent 
attack on a ship by a whale the 
consequences were obvious. 
Every ancient mariner with a 
talent for ly——we mean yarn- 
ing—has rushed into print with a story of his own, And some 
of ‘em are—well, they're “ werry like a whale.” 


~~] 


tinued outrages 


the fashionable dames, whose de- * 
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eet eer anes 
Ww an uncommonly severe 
winter. There 
is much com- 
fort in this in- 
telligence. 
Few of us like 
fogs, we 
know, though 
they make a 
very fine ex- 
cuse for the 
unpunctual 
clerk and the 
belated hubby 


Ration ot fogs this 


up our minds 
to endure a 
few during the 
seasop, But 
now, now that 
the weather 
prophets have 
spoken, an 
utter absence 
of these un- 
pleasant visi- 
tations may be anticipated with every degree of confidence. 
ss 


s 
Mns. LaxcTry has kindly given us another testimonial in favour 
of Larks! Says the Lily: “1 consider your ha'penny comic one 
of the brightest jewels of humorous literature, bué ét's a jewel you 
don't catch me leartng ac my oankers’.” 
ss 


Masy kindly members of the theatrical profession are raising a 
fund to relieve the financial embarrassments of Mra. Ellen Poole, 
the late popular manageress of the South London Music Hall. Mr. 
William Lovell Hunt of 110 Cannon Street is authorised to receive 


subscriptions towards the deserving cause. 
es 


s 

ABNORMAL quantities of sloes, we learn, have been gathered 
in Essex and many other parts of the Caer The “fine tawy,” 
or “ prime crusted” will be just right for the Christmas hampers. 

ss 
e 

Tu1s Laundress Question is really becoming such a serious one 
that if scat | is not soon done to ameliorate the condition of 
the sufferers it 
will take rank 
with the Arme- 
nian, the Mada- 
scar and 

hinese__difficul- 
ties. We _ have 
borne much, we 
have suffered lon, 
in silence, an 
often in tears, but 
flesh and blood, 
and, it may be 
added, linen will 
stand these con- 


no more. How 
much longer is 
the Demon 
Washerwoman 


iron marks in our 
collara, and blight 
the career of our 
best dress shirt at the very outset? No! Let us rise in our 
millions and crush heri But how? Well, that’s just what we 
want to know. °° 


A Lion's Heart is the title of the new play at the Princess's—a 
melodrama of strong provincial type, which will doubtless, how- 
ever, appeal to the of patrons to whom the management look 
for support. *,° 


WHEN you visit the Aquarium—and you really ought to do s0 if 
you want to be very capitally entertained—don't forget to see the 
wonderful Human Horse, which his name it is “ Alpha” ; likewise 
the marvellous thought-reading pony, who rejoices in the title of 
“ Beta.” Both these attractions have only recently been added to 
the slap-up programme. °° 


INFANTICIDE, it appears, is rapidly increasing in China, and a 
lot of worthy folks are working themselves up into a state of 
excitement over the fact. Let them look at home. Any number 
of infants are murdered annually in this civilised England of ours, 
only we take care to insure them first. That's the difference 


elo 


A ROLAND FOR HER OLIVER. 


Tragedy. Why don't you leave the make-up in your dressing-room during the 
day, instead of ing your face with it? 
Burlesque. Because somebody might steal it if Ileft it behind. It's safer with me. 


[Saturday, October 28, 1895, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THB WEEK ENDING NoveupER 2xp, 1895, 
oes 


27th October, 1823.—Real water was thi 
into a play at Drury Lane called 7he Cataract oe aN intronuced 


28th October, 1811.—The first sto 
Lane Theatre was laid this day, ne of the present Drury 


20th October, 1664.—Evelyn says under this oy 
the most magnificent triumph by water and land on a ea 
Mayor, Idin'd at Guildhall at the upper table. The cheer 2" 
not to be imagined for the plenty and raritie. The feast was .. At 
to cost £1.000, 1 slipt away in the crowd and came home late. = 


30th October, 1793.—A grand day f 
tricoteuses, ‘Twenty-one victims guillotine’ in pate, blood-thirsty 


3lst October, 1760.—The first stone of Blackfriars Bri, 
laid this day.’ Completed in 1770 and bu ize 
was rebuilt in 1790, raed by rioters. it 


1st November, 1290.—This day 16,511 J. i 
roe of England aud their estates and Loess contecuad 
Jrown, 


2nd November, 1734.—Mr. Ward returning f; 
where he had done a great many cures, having cured Apeltg 
the Lord Chief Baron Reynolds in a very desperate case by his pill 
and drop, which his lordship acknow by a public caver 
ment, Mr, Ward's medicines came into high reputation, and ic 
was atiencied by all degrees of men ; but gave his medicines to the 
poor gratis, 5 
—_——_- 


JOGGLERIPP, HIS JOKE. 


WHATEVER purpose the Codgers’ Club was started wi 
degenerated into an excuse for wasting the two best h vat five 


lunch at a quiet old tavern in the ne of ret 
Boiled beef and carrots is a dish that has a peculiarly mollifying 
effect upon properly regulated midd! men, and when the 


mid-day banquet is supplemented by jorums of cold i 
aeamors galing d show a disposition to discuss the aaaimnct 
the nation rather than to return to their own businesses, So it 
Se peony fc sarc at the Codgers, anyway. 

Last Tuesday the discussion somehow turned upon cookery. It 
is a queer but not unusual attribute of the Briton to eat his dinner 
and then hold an inquest on it. Blodgett enid that it wasa peculiar 
thing, but he never could get a potato cooked properly. His cook 
could make the finest soup out of a mere dish of bones and a pinch 
of salt, or could construct a ragout out of a broometick almost, but 
when it came to boiling a potato she was clean out of it. 

Crippwiggins’s cook was a somewhat similar marvel—that was 
wntil you asked her for acurry. Hercurries would have embalmed 
a Rajah or driven him into a lunatic asylum ; and, as Crippwiggins 
was rather partial to curries, it was unf 

Pettermunton’s cook, now, could make curries blindfolded, 
rire she admitted to one failing : shecould not fix up a present. 
al.le meringue. 

“The fact of the matter is,’ said jolly old Joggleri rages 
for the first time, “you none of you oy sutticient fsteress in a 
cooks nor they in you, to study all P hrogh little whims and fancie:. 
Now, I go into the kitchen and kiss my cook regularly every 
morning ; J get attention! ” 

The old Codgers were perfectly dumbfounded. They ceased the 
discussion, for they thought that old Joggs had been going too 


freely with the punch. When the meeting broke the most 
olate Codger accompanied Sogglerinp outside to pally how he 


could dare own up to such an undign' ion. 
“ Undignitied blowed!"” chuckled the old chap, “why | 
married my cook 


twenty-four years ! A wife that can’t cook 
ain't worth a tinker's rap toma 3 ‘i ov" 


—— ee 


“ANOTHER GLASS ROUND.” 


WHEN overmuch strong drink they’ve drank— 
The Spaniard wants to gamble, 

The man of France to dance, the Yank 
In hes long to ramble, 

The Irishman to fight and brawl, 
The Dutch in song to roar: 

But the Englishman can beat them all, 
For he wants—to drink some more ! 


DOBBJANNOCK’S SUBTERFUGE. 


THOUGH the occupation of a chemist’s assistant was in itself an 
interesting and a geeepen 4 begpr proc was something abouts 
day of twelve solid hours behind the counter that horribly 
Md gs the free and oy ine dispose of Horatio W. Dobbjannock, 
of Messrs. Rochelle Sayline’s well-known establishment in 
Oxford Street. Seventy-two hours of pill rolling, draught mixing. 
and diachylon plaster cutting took too much out of a man’s week 
to allow, Horatio said, of his seeing life in a gentlemanly way, and 
only because the weekly stipend came in so deuced useful did 
Horatio put up with it. ‘Still, many were his heart-burnings as he 
inattentively gave short measure to a regular castor-oil customer, 
and sighed for freedom, or mvagely pounded his mortar with » 
pestle as though it had been the head of Rochelle or Saylive, 
whose sordid business rules interfered so much with his pleasures. 

It ha one night that, as Rochelle stood upon the india- 
rubber doormat and watched the omnibuses go past, and Sayline, 
who had taken down the leech-jar, was feeding the poor things with 
little cubes of bullock’s liver, that a tall dignified young lady 
of between twenty and forty—you can’t always tell to a year or 50 
in these days of cosmetics and enamels—attired in a most becoming 
ten-and-n ny serge costume (as advertised), entered the shop 

io was dusting the 


and walked straight to the counter where Ho: 
bottles of granular effervescent cfteate, commonly called by an 
ignorant public “ sizzing magnesia.” What she said tohim quietly 
and seriously the other shopmen did _not overhear, but he steph : 
round from behind the counter and exchanged a few words wit 

the proprietor. Apparently these were satisfactory, for the pon 
moment he was brushing his hat in a preoccupied sort of = - ‘4 


the next he was being seemingly marched off by the 
pennee young female as though she held a police warrant for 
im. 


When he came in the next morning, smelling rather of tobacco- 
smoke and somewhat pinky about the Goo Rochelle, who Ue 
turned up rather earlier than was his wont, ‘oned to him to ‘ eP 
into theilittle private room, the door of which was labelled oa 
— ee ement re bly Horatio could have dispen: 
wit! together. 2 

“Mr, Dobbjannock,” said the governor, seriously, “ I ap 
few moments after your departure last night in considering ie 
extraordinary business that took ro out for the evening. rats 
consulted the ‘Attendance Book.’ 1 find that since aap 
began you sate up all day with a sick cousin on Wednesday . 
2nd, were suddenly called away to the funeral of an aunt = 
Monday the 7th, stayed at home with an attack of a 
rheumatism on Thursday the 10th, claimed to be serving, aha 
coroner's jury on Saturday the 12th, and on Monday the ba 
mysterious young woman calls in early in the evening ee ie i 
you away from your duties, 1 don’t say that you tol ; oa 
deliberate lie in the matter, but rezt time that a step-sis as =f 
your father’s side calls for you to ‘come and hear the last word Nee 
a dear schoolfellow,’ don't be seen in the gallery of the Pavi at 
Music-Hall with one arm round your step-sisters vin 
yelling out ‘Encore!’ to the accomplished and, I will - te 
delightful vocalism of Miss Maric Collins, Now go to your cubs 
and hurry up with those fourteen gross o' liver lifters! 


Rertie, Whi 


I came in? 
holly, I the 
Bertie. Ant 


Rat-a tat : 

as the dis 
pon the de 
agerly to he 
Aids to Femi 
jurried glan 
lorward eage 


ver it in the 


saturday, October 26, 1895.) 
NOAH’S ARK-EOLOGY. 


; has denounced the good oll toy Noah's Ark as a 
[b vell-keows eer of scepticism in the young.) 
O tor Noah's Ark 


that charmed us in 
our youth, 

'T seem that we 
must part from 
thee, forsooth ! 

Thy wooden master 
eer on sentry 


on? impossible fi 

ani- 

hrsaas surrounding 
m— 

Th ted, dotted 
qutregatle and 


Yiljowr ! Trev dower’ 
OF SCEPTICIST 
QR 


such, 

Whose coats would 
oft be shed at 
slightest touch, 

Must all beswallowed 
b: Te ne 
shark— 

Lest thou impart 
To each young 


heart 
fhe deepest, darkest, dev'lish Doubt—Noah's Ark ! 
can tell why these Noachian toys 


We ecarce 
Should thus disturb young brainlets’ equipoise ; 
Nor know why this menagerie thus ahould teued 


Bat lest it should be true 
O shun it, children, do! 
And cry “ Avaunt! O naughty Noah’s Ark.” 


HICKORY DICKORY DOCK! 


F rade = t were you standing on the chair for when 
caine in 

Jolly, I thonght there was a mouse in the room, 

Bertie, Aud you've gut your “Clock ” stockings on, I see. 


eee 


A POWERFUL ARGUMENT. 
RAt-a tat atat-tat-tat! 

As the «distant sound of a particularly artistically rendered solo 
upon the door-knocker fell upon her ears, the fair girl sprang 
ragerly to her feet, and hasti ly concealing “ The Beauty Doctor, or 

ids to Feminine Loveliness ” beneath the sofa cushion, gave one 
hurried glance at her reflection in the mantel-glass and went 
orward eagerly to meet her lover. 

For ‘twas he. Her woman's instinct had not lied to her; her 
eating heart and heightened colour told their tender tale. Another 
noment and she is in his arms, strained close to the strong man's 
hirt-front in a fervent, passionate embrace. er, let us draw a 
eil over the blissful scene, let us not pry into the sweet rapture of 
he meeting. Perchance, reader, you have “ been there” yourself 
me time or other and know all about it, in which cage you will, we 
cont Sporeciota the delicacy which forbids us to dwell longer upun 

Let us, then, take up the thread of our narrative again at the 


yoint where, smoothing her ruftied tresses into something like 
rder, the beauteous 


and = blushi irl 
utters herselige 
Iv: drawn to a seat 
beside her lover, 
here with his 
rong protectin 
nin clasped firmly 
‘ound her waist, she 
stens with spark. 
‘ng eyes and heavy. 
ng bosom to his 
Pissionate utter. 
“Darli 
“Darling!” he 
ried at length, 
when—when is 
histoend? I will 
ot—T cannot live 
Duuch longer with- 
ut you; you are 
e ac of my life, apart from you, dearest, I wither and perish.” 
a Venlly, Reggie 1" 
oe 2 ‘ty really, Ethel ; the few brief hours that [ am permitted to 
a ch of your society canuot satisfy the yearning craving to 
based you, darling, to call you my very, very own; they do but 
bi i : é time spent away from you an eternity.” 
uj uG yet you see me every, every evening, Reggie.” 
‘e re evening, and what is that?" hecried passionately, “ what 
we oper when I would see you every hour, every minute, every 
uistant. Ethel, [ can bear no more ; your father must sanction our 
ibs thi union. 1 cannot wait the time he has decreed ; do you—do 
; Th ink he can be induced to spare you?” 
¢ fair girl turned her lustrous orbs full upon him. “Reggie.” 
if—if you really mean what you say, go right in and 
Ow, you couldn't have a more favourable opportunity. 
te promise you success.” 
8 resolve, Reginald sprang instantly to his feet. “I 
OH ‘t, 1 go,” he cried, “ but tell me, tell me why you hope?” 
nd ree she cried, exultingly, “it’s not hope, Reggie, it’s almost 
¢ ead cert. The gas bill came In this morning, and he's swearing 
er it in the library this very moment.” 
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THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—— e 
PENYVOEL, LLANYMYNECH, Near OSWESTRY, 
October 10th, 1895. 

My DEAR S1R,—Can you tell me if there is any truth in the 
report that “ Mark Twain” has been ruined by unfortunate specu- 
lations? for, if eo much money as you anno in your issue of 
last week's “SLOPER” can be for a cricketer, surely more 
than double that amount can easily be gathered for a man like 
“M. T.,” whose writings have given so very much pleasure to 
thousands of his fellow creatures. 1 enclose my card, and remain, 


Faithfully yours, 8. MOON. 
—— = 
THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued), 
I FALL IN LOVE. 

1 NAVE already recorded, dear di how <n shocked 
and pained I was to observe the — unladylike Mehtasee with 
which our visitor received my aunt's embraces. There was such a 
winning sweetness, however, in the smile with which she es 
bee me, that I could not find it in my heart to be cross with her, 

hough I did my best by my manner to show that I did not approve 
Bosal ree, planes, 1 will go:t said Miss Fairleigh 

O now, please, 1 will go to my room,” 
when my aunt at length released pede “what time do you dine? 
there is time to drexs for dinner, I spree! iid 

“My dear child,” said my aunt, “dinner with us is a midday 
meal. Tea will be in about half an hour, but pray don’t 
think of putting on anything particular.” 

“You're very good," was the response, “ but—er—really, as Mr. 
Septimus here will doubtless honour us with his company it would 
hardly be decent not to.” And with a ringing little laugh sho 
pre} ito ~— ng _ out of ho room, 5 See ‘ 

- »my dear mus,” said my aunt, when she present! 
returned to the om our guest is a—a—what shall I say rmmrald 
well, quite a different person to what I expected. She is remark. 
ably sclf-possessed for a girl brought up in the country, and has a 
most extraordinary method of expressing herself, What do you 
think she asked me just now?” 

“T can’t — at all, Aunt Keziah,” I said. 

“1 don't know what she means in the least,” said my aunt, “but 
she wanted to know whether you weren't a trifle ‘ balmy about the 
thatch.’ I didn’t like her to know that I was ignorant of what is 
evidently a society expression so | said, ‘Yes, perhaps you were a 
little inclined that way.’” 

“Thank you, aunt,’ I said gratefully, “I have no doubt Miss 
—— meant to be complimentary. She isa very lovely gir}, 
aunt, 

“Very,” said my aunt, shortly, “ but too frivolous I fear at present 
for her own good : she will derive much benefit from a stay in our 
household, Septimus,” 

When Miss Fairleigh came down again she had changed her 
travelling costume for one of exquisite e! and my aunt's 
maid, » Bray stared at the dazsling vision of loveliness with wide 
open eyes as she brought in the tea and muffins. 

“You will soon learn, my dear Blanche,” said my aunt, with a 
rllgatiy ‘reproving glance at our visitor's attire, “ soon 
learn that we are really homely people here, fashion does not claim 
ag 5 . pl ted Miss Fairleigh, with a curious 

*} suppose not,” assen' airleigh, with ac 
choked el her mouth was full of muftin. 

“Our daily routine,” continued my aunt, “ is of the sim 
We breakfast at seven-thirty in summer, and eight in winter. 
Dinner is at one, ten at five, after which Septimus and I play back- 
gammon, tiddley-winks or Halma, till. supper, which we take at 
eight-thirty. The meal over, [ usually my nephew one of 
Dr, Howler's einige yt ee de "ai 

* Dear me,” said Miss Fairleigh, “how very, very exciting.” 

“1 beg your pardon,” said my aunt. 

“ How very—er—interesting.” said Miss Fairleigh with a cough, 
“I'm sure | shall enjoy myzelf amazingly.” 

Our visitor excused herself after tea from joining us in our usual 
evening amusement, by saying that she had boxes to unpack. She 
came down tosupper, however, and, after prayers, com lf 
to listen while my aunt started one of her favourite divine’s most 
improving discourses. 1 was myself so well acquainted with the 
sermon that my thoughts wandered off to other matters, when 
suddenly a curious sound fell upon my ears, and at the same 
moment my aunt ceased reading. “Good gracious, Septimus,” she 
cried, “ what—what—is the meaning of this ?” 

I looked, dear diary, in the direction iudicated by my aunt's fore- 
finger, and what a spectacle met my gaze! 

Miss Fairleigh had gone to sleep in her chair and was snoring 


loudly. 
si (To be continued next week.) 


eed 


THE COTTAGE WINDOW. 


J GATHERED joy in that rural vale, 
As | rambled by hedge and copse ; 
1 gathered health from the gusty gale 
That careered from the mountain tops. 
But 1 gained a bliss { could barely bear, 
When a smiling face I found 
Fair-framed in a cottage window there, 
With the clematis clustering round. 


I brought a wife from that rural vale ; 
Our life for a year was heaven : 
And then our hearts and our hopes did fail 
By the claws of poverty riven. 
And wearily woful with want and care 
Grew the face that was sunshine-browned 
When it smiled from the cottage window there, 
With the clematis clustering round. 


Hard is the heart, in that rural vale, 
Of my innocent darling's sire ; 
But a suicide husband, in death laid pale, 
1s a sight that must melt his ire. 
And back she shali go, by the heavens I swear, 
To the place where her face I found 
Fair-framed in a cottage window there, 
With the clematis clustering round ! 


RILING. 


Woman is an angel, bless her! and in all her little moods and 
tantrums we love and adore her, At the same time, if there’s one 
thing more than another calculated to make a young woman's 
fancy lightly turn to thoughts of murder, it is when she has gone to 
her bedroom to assume the costume for theday. After dofting the 
breakfast robe, and has jot got her hair down and her mouth full 
of hairpins, with a towel on her shoulders and one slipper off, to be 
summoned to the door by a sapemargal’ 4 rat-tat and a fantasia on 
the bell, and, on opening it, be met with the enquiry : 

“ Allow me, madam, to introduce to your notice a sample packet 
of Buggwhiskers’ incomparable baking-powder, warranted free 
from all objectionable ingredients, rich in——” 

Here she the door in the fellow’s face and re-ascends the 


stairs in high dudgeon. 
[ES 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 


Waat Irish Priest, celebrated in song, was evidently a Norfolk 
man? Father of Lynn. 

ParaDox.—Charley's Aunt at the Globe is immediately preceded 
by Zhe Journey's End. And yet C. A. doesn’t seem to be any- 
where near The Journey's End, at all, at all. 


S43 
THE BRIGANDS. 


—_——— 
CHAPTER VI. 

“80 you mean to be a thief, young man,” enid the English 
prisoner to Carolus Luigi Correggio, on the morning after the two 
new arrivals had 
made their appear- 
ance at the brigand's 
retreat in the moun- 


breakfast, for which 
Bolero meant the 
prisoner to pay so 


baal @ 

« rigand—so it 
is, that is the high- 
bprd name oafllone 
in these parts, but it 
is thief all the same 
for all that. You 
ecem fit for better 
thi ea | man.” 

“intended better 
things,” said Cor- 
INBElO, with a sigh, 
“but—” 

“ But things turned 
out badly somehow, 
and you became a 
thief?" 

“Tam not a thief 
—I have never stolen 
anything.” 

“Then you soon 
will, young man, you soon will, and when you begin you'll 
improve, 1 don't doubt.” 

“I will try to do my duty in the sphere to which 1 am called,” 
said Correggio, patly. 

“Quite so, quite so, young man. Strict attention to business, 
and country orders punctually attended to. A pene old expression, 
Most abominable coffee, this. 1 say, 1 suppose I needn't ask if there 
m any chames of my making my escape from this beast of a hole, is 

ere 

Correggio shook his head. 
get ! ae dotted all round, I suppose? Guns full of French 

ey 

gi cet eee 

usiness, very. I suppose low me out a 

bit occasionally ?” 

“1 do not know 
the regulations.” 
“Well, you tell the 
chief scoundrel in 
this business that [ 
am accustomed to 
exercise,andall that 
and that I'll die if { 
don’t get some fresh 


air. 
“Well, I'll tell 
him.” 


“So you mean to ve a thief!" 


Co lo —srrather 
liked! thee blunt talk 
of the Englishman, 
He not had any 


did not seem to 
destroy his appetite 
one bit, and as he 
munched his break- 
fast he appeared to 
be thinking of more 
questions, 

“ And I say, young 
man, 1 rather like 
you—let me see your 

eyes. Look me 
straight in the face. ium! good strong eyes. You'll do. Look 
here, find out how many of the precious villains thereare. Telling 
me that wouldn't be treason, would it?” 

“No, I don’t think so.” 

“And tell the chief that I would like to murder him, and will if 
he doesn't give me a better breakfast to-morrow.” 

“That wouldn't be altogether safe,” said Correggio, as he left the 


cave. 

“ Rather like that lad,” said the mer, as he heard the sentry 
faking the chain when Correggio had left the cell ; “he may prove 
use! 


ul. 
“So, ho! how now, Signor Carolus Correggio, how like you the 
merry. life of a brigand?™ said Bolero with a sneer, as Correggio 
approached to tell him what the English prisoner had said. 

“I have not yet seen enough of it to be able to express an 
pene said Correggio. 
“The prisoner asks that 
he be permitted to take 
exercise outside, or his 
health will suffer.” 

“Ho, ho! so that he 
may escape, 1 suppose? 
No, no, | am not such a 
fool as that.” 

“You could place 
guards so that he might 
not escape.” 

“Look here, it is for 
me to decide what I 
might or should do,” said 
TBolero with a scowl, 


“And I'd have you to 
understand that your 
place is the humblest in 
the world at present 80 
you can go and mind it. 
You've got somethin 
else to do than min 
sheep and make love to 
the fair Constantia el 
Sorroto now. I'll do the 
last for you, and see that 
it is well done,” said 
Bolero with a a 

coreagaio ong is nails into his palms in his effort to keep back 
the wo which rose to his lips. He knew that it was folly to 
retort, and he recognised that he had put himself into the power of 
a tyrant because of the taunt of a woman. 

(Zo be continued next week.) 


Dug his nails into his palms, 
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“A. SLOPE has a xcen sense of pleasure in adding to his 
now historical gallery the portrait of the clever yanng inventor 
of Anti-Friction Rock Bronze, the metal which, in the words of 


the new periodical, ‘supplies a long-felt want.’ Our hero, . Evelyn, Are you going to the Smythesons’ dance next week, Mr. Sangazure. 
though essentially a brazen man, in one respect is overpower- Pore avecste penal Setwer pecan tee ate tie, Noa don't think a oar got w lot of new peers and baronets coming, ani—aw—one 
,, mi w somewhere, 't you We ° 


iuzly modest with regard to his attainments ; but we hear that, a 
when he-can be got away from his discovery, he nn ee wonders respousibility, and you have no trouble at all. 

with the cricket bat, and as a wicket keeper has few equals, 

Chietly because he's ‘an inventive genius, he was created F.O.S., RIVALRY. GIRLS SNOOK’S HAD ROWS WITH, A BIG SPEC’ 
amd the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him August 21th, 
1395,"—Debrett Improved, 


| a 


Wo 
I; ae | 


The Dook yot it pretty hot from this girl, and 
no mistake, He'd promised to take her toa 


little dinner at Richmond, and when she turned 1 Y 
"5,5 Gary Gat Gal Wiek paral wigy “ertghdent ka ake cen Aen all ~~ a What are yeribackin’, Chartie? : tbe 
ealaus Tar, Gar on migh' 6 are backin’, “© Ain't bettiv’. 
yer! \Why, yt merstarches is as false as yer bigomia chest ! thougb, it was a trifle rough ou Suooky. Ah my maney’s in these ‘ere gold mines.” 
FAME AT LAST} i 
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my life has come at last. Messrs. Spoofen-Leatherem have com- 
wissioned me for one of their posters, A tig for the Academy now ! 


Dowager Lady Trollopper, Awi—cr—Parker, sec that my 
suite of subles ure fetched from the furrier’s by to-night. 


Parker (under notice to leave). Furrier’s | why, they ain't at no 6 
furricr’s, Don't yer lalyship recollect sending me to the pawn 

broker's with ‘en last May ? dotage 

means 

procee 


fi 
ae 


“JIullo, Fanny | what's the meaning of this get-up? " “Well, 


ker tell the higher one has one’s dres-es, the ‘ z ee 
iiss tmionable cme ie. Thouglt Td do the thing thoroughly, The gents from The Fatherland, who arrive and try hard to play “The Blue Danube” under your window, when you ve got a 


* frightful toothache on, You can't make up your mind which is the worst—the row or the toothache, 
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